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would probably land us there about 2 p.m. tlie
lollowing day, always supposing there was no delay
at Maltinskaya or Polovilnaya, the intervening
stations. We were well armed, as I took care to
show the clerical stranger, who, for all I knew, might
himself be in league with the thieves. Siberia
makes one very suspicious. At any rate we resolved
to travel as little as possible by night, and when
doing so to keep a good look-out, sleeping only one
at a time while on the road.

It was past 2 a.m. before the loquacious " Pope "
allowed me to snatch a few hours' rest. The wind
had now risen, and the raiu, which had threatened
at intervals through the day, was pouring down in
torrents, and rattling against the window-panes
with a force that boded ill for our next day's jour-
ney. Q-iven fine weather and average luck in
obtaining hoises, I had not the slightest doubt of
being able to reach Tomsk in time for the last
steamer to Tinmen, but a week of steady rain would
upset all our plans, and probably result in our being
kept prisoners at Tomsk through the mists and
fogs of early autumn, until the roads set for sleigh-
ing. To post through Siberia in October is next
to impossible.

We had already been two hours on the road
when day broke. By eight o'clock the thick woolly
clouds had rolled away, and the sun burst forth clear
and cloudless, which soon dried our wet, shivering
frames, for the tarantass hood leaked badly, and we
had been lying in a pool of water all the morning.
About mid-day we sighted the Angard for the last
time. The river here presents the appearance of a